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I. 

THE FAIRIES DINING. 



THE rain drops fell like diamonds, 
While clear the sun was shining, 
A Child came leaping to my side, 
Clapped its dimpled hands, and cried, 
"The Fairies now are dining!'* 



Swam to earth the Golden Shower, 

As it were from Angels eyes; 
Passing Spirits, to whose thought 
The glowing landscape might have brought 

Man's primal Paradise. 



Noiselessly it winnowed down, 
And as silently it sank. 
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It came upon the shepherd hoy 
Like a dream as he did lie 
Upon the daisied bank. 



From the creamy hawthorn bloom 

Sang the linnet; still on high 
Panted the lark; and still did chime 
Far up within the cool-leaved lime, 
The bee's monotony. 



Still stood the Cattle in the tarn, 

Feaceftil as beneath a spell, 
The coal-black shadows under them 
Perfect, unbroken, and undim, 
As if no moisture fell. 



And still above the velvet banks, 
Insects mixed in giddy dance, 
Down, up, and round, and in, and out: 
And stiU, in gladness sprang the Trout, 
With sudden, silver glance! 



And nothing in all nature seemed 
To mark the wondrous Golden Eain, 
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Except that open-bosomed One, 
Who, through it, laughed up to the Sun 
And clapped her hands again. 



"Oh! the Fairies now are dining; 

It is in Sunny Showers 
That they, to feast, and dance, and sing 
Among the light green grasses, bring 

Their Ladies from their bowers! " 
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Over the side, and far, fer down! 
I saw the golden sand, 
And purple flowers, and silver shells, and a strange and 
lovely land I 



And while I, through the clear green wave. 

Sent down a dreamy gaze. 
And fancied 'twas a Garden there. 
With many winding ways, 
Through all my frame and limhs there shot electric- 
like amaze ! 



Por under me, just under me. 

There slowly past did sail 
A Fish I I saw its jutting eyes. 
Its gently winnowing tail, 
Its silky, wavering fins, and coat of sunlit, sparkling 
mail! 



I remember lying on a mound 

A red tiled Cottage by, 
From which a blushing Mouktiin Ash 
Stood up against the Sky, 
And there was the sound of water from a pebbly rillet 
nigh. 
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And with me was a slender Girl, 

With snowy pinafore 
And pinken scoop, — ask more of her, 
I cannot tell you more, — 
But she seized upon the Mountain Ash, and made it 
brandish o'er! 



She bent it back and forward, 

Till its scarlet fimitage through, 
(Whose clusters tossed, swang round, and 
dipped,) 
It seemed a-laughing too. 
And crying, "Not a globelet goes, whatever you may 
do!" 



I remember being all alone 

Within a grassy dell. 
Wild roses fringed its narrow track. 
Branch shadows o'er it fell. 
And at the cliff-closed end of it, there was a Dripping 
Well. 



A bracken curtained Cave it was 
Beneath a Precipice, 
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(Blue bells in bursts upon its front, — 
Above a group of Trees,) 
And cautiously I crept to it upon my hands and 



The crimp, green drapery withdrawn, 

I peered into't aloof. 
And, lined with rich and brown- speared moss. 
Beheld its sides and roof; 
Like sprcnt quicksilver, moisture beads upon the em- 
erald woof. 



I started soon, as one of these. 

Leaving the cushioned round. 
Fell on the Spring which slept below. 
With a full, metallic sound. 
For I thought she had begun to sing, and now, at last, 
was found ! 



They told me I might chance to see 

My Sister Mast these, 
My sister Mary who had died 
Humming a low sweet air. 
As if impatient to commence, of heavenly work, her 
share. 
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My cap aside, I put 1117 head 

Within the magic place. 
The WATER Blmnhered dear and calm 1 
The drop had left no trace ! 
And — was it but another dream? — ^I looked on Mast's 
Face! 



I stooped to kiss her, and she drew 

Closer and closer yet, 
Until our quivering lips, upon 
The 'black-bright surfieice, met, 
And then cold tbxtth passed over me, from the chill 
and lifeless wet I 



The sweet Illusion spread away 

Like a spell forsaken thing ! 
I saw deep down, at the cavclet's heart, 
The fine sand simmering. — 
Blue Bells, and Roses, where were ye, when I left the 
nest-like Spring? 



ni. 
THE EETUKN FROM THE GRAVE. 



TT was a white-earthed Winter night, 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! — 

One moment dark, one moment bright. — 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

The Belfiy's midnight chime was o'er, 
And the moon was toiling wearily! 

And yet They sat the fire before. 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

The Father sat with his Children three, 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

One at each foot, and one on his knee. 
And the wind was moaning drearily I 

They sat, but never a word they said, 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

Yet often slowly shook the head. 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 
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Another silent hour had gone, 
And the moon was toiling wearily 1 

The Belfry Clock had sounded One. 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

Still bed or sleep they thought not on, 
And the moon was toiling wearily 1 

But on Her who lay that night alone I 
And the wind was moaning drearily I 

On Her whom they had laid that day, 
And the moon was toiling wearily I 

In her deep, deep bed of chill, wet clay. 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

Her who had ne'er that fire let low. 
And the moon was toiling wearily I 

Herself now colder than the snow 
And the wind was moaning drearily I 

Her whom they oft had heard to pray. 
And the moon was toiling wearily I 

" God pity roofless heads to-day ! *' 
And the wind was moaning wearily I 

That night herself no roof beneath, 
And the moon was toiling wearily I 

But the damp, red clod, and the soiled snow wreath. 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 
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The Moonlight shone upon the blind, 

The moon still toiling wearily I 
When Something seemed to pass behind I 

And the wind was moaning dreanly ! 

A Shai>ow flitted o'er the floor, 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

As if Onb had passed on to the door ! 
And the wind was moaning drearily I 

The little childrens hearts beat loud. 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

The Father sighed, " 'twas but a cloud." 
And the wind was moaning drearily ; 

It seemed a knock I a gentle knock I 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

" Some spring has started in the lock.** 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

They hearkened long. *Twas silence all. 

And the moon was toiling wearily ! 
The death-watch tinkled on the wall. 

And the wind was moaning drearily! 

Another knock ! — distinct and near! 

And the moon was toiling wearily ! 
The childrens &ces paled with fear. 

And the wind was moaning drearily I 
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"Oh ! — ^were toxjb Motheb living, dears,** 
And the moon was toiling wearily I 

"Td say that knock was none but hebb." 
And the wind was moaning drearily I 

"And lay she not beside the Church,*' 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

"I'd say she now stood in the porch.** 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

" And bore we not to-day her bier,** 
And the moon was^ toiling wearily ! 

" I'd say she now was waiting near.** 
And the wind was moaning drearily I 

The door he opened with a prayer. 

And the moon was toiling wearily I 
In her strait, stiff shroud, she was standing there I 

And the wind was moaning drearily I 

Like a dim, white Statue, still, she stood. 
And the moon was toiling wearily I 

One hand stretched out, and dripping blood. 
And the wind was moaning drearily I 

She lifted slow her deathly veil. 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

And, oh I but her lips and her checks were pale ! 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 
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She entered the room with a noiseless tread. 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

And sat herself down on the empty hcd. 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

" A drink I " she gasped, — and drinking it dry, 
While the moon was toiling wearily I 

She hove a quick and shuddering sigh. 
And the wind was moaning drearily 1 

Then she rose up, and her eyes were nuid, 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

And she pressed to her bosom her youngest child. 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

Her little daughter and son she kissed. 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

Then laid her head on her husband's breast. 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

"Oh, kiss me, Love, and you'll feel my breath," 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

" It was but a Tkancb that ye took for Dbath.** 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

The Eing which brought me a happy state," 
And the moon was toiling wearily I 

"EEas saved me to-night from a fearfiil fete," 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 
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"They silently came, who shrieking fled," 
And the moon was toiling wearily ! 

"They came in boldness, who left in dread." 
And the wind was moaning drearily ! 

"By the lantern dull, with the sharp, sharp 
knife," 

And the moon was toiling wearily I 
"They cut for gold, who have given me lite." 

And the wind was moaning drearily I 



And she who had been in her grave, lived long 

That fire to heap up cheerily, 
And gladden their hearts with her laugh and her 
song. 

When the wintry winds moaned drearily. 

But never until her true death, once. 

However pressed on merrily. 
Would she tell what she saw in her wondrous 
Trance, 

When the winds were moaning drearily. 

" Had ye kept," she'd say, " that drink from me, 
" When the moon was toiling wearily, 

"I now could have told you my Ecstasy, 
"When the wind was moaning dceanVj . 
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"But sinoe, with my wish, ye gaye me my way, 
'* When the wind was moanmg drearily, 

^'I must think upon things, which I nerer may 
say, 
"And hear a strange hnrden wearily.*' 



IV. 

THE HEAVENLY SOWERS. 



'^ MAGDALEN! ho, Magdalen! 

Wake up, my dearest Magdalen ! 
What couch is this for thee, my girl? 

Wake up, beloved child ! 
All places have vre searched for thee : 

An idler only said *the glen!' 
And yet thou'rt here, and hast been sleeping,- 

Sleeping *mongst the flowerets wild ! 



" Thou art on a bed of moss. 

Living curtains droop before thee ! 
Hark, the Fall ! its bright flecked waters 

Bipple by thy very feet ! 
Primroses gleam on your cheek, 

A dappled foxglove bendeth o'er thee ! 
Oh, why asleep, my Magdalen, 

In such a strange, though fair retreat ?" 
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"Was I sleeping, sweetest mother? 

Is it summer-time, I wonder I 
I think I hear birds sing above : 

I surely see green leaves and flowers ! 
Oh, already ! Sprung already ! 

Mother, on the clif? — ^up yonder ! 
Yes, in truth, too fair a vision 

To meet sinful eyes like ours. 



" Oh, how lightly rose he thither ! 

With what attitude of care 
Placed the seed within the fissure. 

On the forehead of that Bock ! 
His voice of kindness as he muttered, — 

*This, without one, would look bare ; 
Some wanderer's eye might mount to it. 

And to the heart take nothing back I 



" My dearest child, my Magdalen 1 

What unawakened words are these ? 
And yet thy gaze is clear and steady, 
Earnest is thy voice's tone 1 
I see the Eose whose snow-white blossoms 

Overhang yon precipice. 
But human feet ne'er scaled that Crag — 
Twas planted there by God alone." 
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"Yes — God through them. — I have been dreaming, 

Oh, I have been dreaming, mother ! 
Such a dream I So brinuned with beauty ! 

Doubtless sent me from on high. 
Has it faded ? Nevermore, alas ! 

Shall I see such another. 
Till these eyes have closed on earth. 

To open o'er yon azure sky. 



" I thought I stood within this Glen, 

Upon this spot, beside this Tree ; 
And it was winter, cold and cheerless ; 

Everything was bare and brown. 
All these clustering boughs were naked — 

Rolled that bright stream sluggishly,— 
And those tall, trellised cliffs around us 

Seemed to muse with angry frown. 



"No birds moved amongst the branches, 

As they now do, winged with gladness, 
. No gay flies were glancing then, 

As now, about these velvet mounds ; 
All was bleak : — And as I pondered 

On the blighted scene in sadness. 
There came floating on my ear 

A harmony of wondrous sounds ! 
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"In the Glen they seemed,— above me ; 

Distant yet, but coming nearer ; 
Oh, what harp could glad the air 

With notes so soft and sweet as these? 
Now they mingled, now were silent. 

Now again were heard, and clearer ; 
Discord to their music, thine I 

O lyre! that singest to the breeze. 



" Soon they gathered into voices, 

And, as I essayed to follow. 
With enraptured ears, their converse, 

Wondering what might soon be seen. 
Half on foot and half on wing. 

Now on the banks, now in the hollow. 
To this open part swept out 

Two Angel Youths of glorious mien! 



"Holy thought bound either brow 

Like a tiara, — in their eyes 
Beamed heavenly light, and 'mid the locks 

Which on their gleaming shoulders rolled. 
And round their snowy wrists, were plaited 

Blossoms of unearthly dyes. 
Far richer than our dreaming Poets 

In their rapture can behold! 
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''Each bore a slender, fair-wrought Basket, 

Of some brighter, purer ore 
Than this dull star has discovered 

To its gold-adoring throng, 
Where lay the tiny Wildfloweb Seeds, — 

A level, ne'er-decreasing store. 
From which they strewed the earth around them, 

As they lightly passed along. 



"But to some, more rare than others. 

Granted they peculiar places : 
This, within the lichened cave ; 

Upon the streamlet's margin, these. 
And as they sowed, an anxious air 

Would dim, at times, their smiling fsuces, 
And they'd turn their glance on high, 

As if they thought on One to please. 



" And they talked the while they laboured,- 

Talked, oh, it was singing rather! 
Murmured singing! Even yet 

Its spell upon my spirit lies. 
And when one had gently breathed 

The Name of their Almighty Father, 
Both bent down the head in reverence, 

With devout, o'ershadowed eyes. 
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'''Brother is it not amazing?' — 

Such their words in passing this — 
' Think upon his strange rebellion. 

Of his nature dark with sin, 
Of the sad tales of his deeds 

Of foUj and of wickedness, 
Which weeping Heralds to Oub Cmr 

Constantly are bringing in ; 



"* Yet the ever-giving Order, 

"Forth, my children, to your duty, 
"Cany treasure — seek the earth — 

"Be free in strewing — do not spare! 
" Spread richly over all its lands 

" The dreaming seeds of friture beauty, 
"Let no part of all its round 

"Bo cheerless to my creatures there." 



"'Wonderful, indeed, my Brother. 

Oh, if mortals only knew 
How much of Heaven there is in flowebs. 

They'd gaze and think upon them more, 
Would bend o'er them more solemnly, 

And oftener than now they do, 
And gather from them truths and feelings 

Better than their boasted lore.' 
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" * Far better. What is human wisdom ? 

Thin and baseless as the air, 
Never bringing men the comfort 

And the confidence they lack, 
Oh Grod, change them! Stay a moment, — 

This, without one, would look bare. 
Some wanderer's eye might mount to it. 

And to the heart take nothing back.' 



" And so, upon their pleasant task, 

Down by the way that you would come, 
Thb Heavenly Sowbes, scattering still 

The germs of loveliness, did pass, 
And I awoke! — your hand, my Mother! 

Let us now be going home, 
But taking care we do not tread 

Upon the glories in the grass." 



V. 

THE PLAINT OF THE EVENING PRIMEOSE. 



pASS on, late wanderer! Thou shalt not kilL 
Oh, let the great Command protect Us tool 
We Flowers are animate, although so still 

And senseless to the view. 
Howe'er apart we be in shape and features, 
We all are breathing Creatures, 
And have our hopes and fears. 
Delights and tears, 
Our pains and pleasures, 
And some of Us are poor, and some bent down with 
treasures. 
But as with human beings, so with Flowers, 
As in Thy world, oh Muser, so in Ours, 
(Which well thou knowest,) 
The gaudiest, loftiest Blossoms which thou meetest 
Are not the sweetest. 
But many of the lowest, 



POEMS. 33 

Modestly lifting up their thoughtM feces 
In peaccftd, shady, tinfrequented places, 
Have the most fragrant breaths, the truest graces. 
And simple though they seem, in structure are completest. 
Pass on, late wanderer, and let me live! 



Oh, spare me, wanderer I 

Dost thou not love ? 
Few nights have gone, since (such a Moon above. 
But slenderer. 
And all things hushed, except the sleepless streams. 
And the Trees whispering in their sombre dreams,) 
I saw thee moving up this lonely glade, 
Thine arms enwrapt about a silent Maid, 
Who, love-entranced and thoughtless of beholder, 
Crushed her clear, glowing cheek upon thy shoulder. 
Her moist, cool pillowed cheek upon thy trembling 

shoulder. 
And, through the jet veil of her loosened hair, 
With lustrous vision gazed into thine eyes, 
As searching there 
For destinies. 

In that rich hour, 
light with whose memory thou treadest now, 

I saw thee pause, and stoop, and pluck a Flower, 
To fix upon her white, mind-haloed brow. 
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Oh, It was happy, happy in its death, 
And must hare passed away in siunmer dreams, 

Above her perfdmed breath! 
But, selfish! then hadst thou forgotten wholly 
That We too love although so still and lowly ; 
That in the breaking of that slender Blossom 
Thou mightest chill some tiny, tender bosom. 
And cause a Plant, in hopeless constancy 
To pale, to droop, to fade away and die. 

Flowers love. 
And Mowers are bom of love embraces. 
They have their kisses and their ecstacies. 
And when in difierent places. 
And their lips may not meet like thine and hers. 
The low, sward- whitening gales, and bustling bees, 
(Like liveried pages,) are their messengers. 
And thrilling errands are conveyed by these! 

Untwine and part 
Such as in their affection cling together. 

And they will wither, 
Each perishing of its bereaved heart. 
Bear one away where it shall never find 

A mate of its own kind 
Through honey-bribed bee, or balmy wind. 

And when it comes to die 
And end its virgin life, no semblant race 
Shall bloom around its grave in that lone place, 
Preserving there its beauteous memory. 
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Pass on, late wanderer, and let me live! 
« « « * « 

Oh, spare me, wanderer! 

Why here alone? 
Thy feUow mortals, on their couches thrown, 
Now smile at care. 
Man, toiled in soul or body, drinketh rest. 
The Babe sleeps, on the sleeping Mother's breast. 
The Children sleep, the sleeping Nurse around. 
The arms of sport-tired Youths in sleep are bound. 
And She, at thought of whom thine heart upleapetli, 
In free, full grace, and mellowed beauty slcepeth, 
Beneath her woodbined lattice, softly breathing, sleepeth. 
Crowned, as if Spirit-loved, with shadowy leaves. 
Which yonder Crescent strews upon her bed. 
And, quivering, weaves 
Eound her small head. 

At such an hour 
Why here alone? Because thou lovest Night. 
And, wandering, pausest now to pluck a Flower, 
Open alone, beneath the silvery light. 
Oh, willing would it be, and glad to die. 
If sure to reach Her snowlike, slender hand. 

And meet Her kindly eye ! 
But muttering Muserl canst not thou discover 
That It too, of the Night must be a lover? 
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See! It is pale, like Thee: beyond all number 
Its fellows are about, but calm in slumber; 
It only is awake, — a Solitary, 
Gazing upon the Heavens so blue and starry. 

Flowers sleep. 
And Flowers have yisions in their sleeping. 
They have their time to hang the head, and dose. 

And when cold shades are creeping, 
Like frowning Slaves, after the conquering Sun, 
They gather up their leaflets one by one. 
Their bosoms shroud, and pass into repose. 

At Noon this lawn 
Was overlaid with blossoms wondrous dyed, 

Even by my side 
Laughed groups of Daisies, — all are shut till Dawn. 
They now are slumbering, dazzled in their dreams, 

By Flies in golden beams. 
Diamond-like, poised! and sudden rising gleams 

Amid the grass blades nigh, 
From glossy, burnished Beetles, journeying on, 
Like bright-mailed Templars pilgriming alone 

Through thick laced woods, to shrines of sanctity. 

Pass on late wanderer, and let me live! 
• • • • • 

Oh, spare me, wanderer! 

Thou yet shalt die. 
Though now thy Life bo like this cloudless Sky, 
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Love's Crescent there, 
A missioned Hour is plying soundless wings 
To bid thee take adieu of earthly things; 
Of friends, of books, of &TOurite haonts like this, 
Of Her who is, o'er all, thy ruling bliss I 
And even She, to whom there have been given 
Soul and a presence almost worthy heaven. 
In purity and mien, oh, surely worthy heaven! 
Her bright eyes dim, her rubied lips and warm 
Grown rigid, blue, and chill, shall waste away. 

Till her fair form 

Is mouldering Clay. 

In that strange hour. 
At thought of which thy temples throb with fear, 
Man only seems to own Destruction's power. 
Springing renewed into a higher sphere. 

And, oh I it would be joy, and not a pain 
To darken for a moment, did I know 
I so should live again! 
But, Muserl thou forgettest that for Me, 
There stretcheth onward no Eternity! 
All the existence it is mine to pass, 
Must be but here amid this tufted grass. 
And ij^ unheeding me, thou shaJt not spare. 
No more bloom I, or here, or anywhere! 

Flowers die. 
And Flowers in many ways are dying. 
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They have their blights, and storms, and slow decays. 

But oh I when they are sighing 
Their fsant farewells unto the beauteous Earth, 
No hope to give them comfort then have They, 
That in a subtler soil they will have birth, 
And bud a&esh in inunortality. 
We are, 'tis true, 
Informed by many an opiate Visionary 

That Angels carry 
Our Essence up to bloom in Spirit hue. 
Mere fancies these of Dreamers ill resigned ! 

We have, as God designed. 
Our only Future in the gentle mind. 
His servants pass us by, 
But after-life to Us they speak of never 
No, when Flowers die, alas ! they die for ever! 
Except in thoughts like thine, for ever die! 

Then pass, late wanderer, and let me live. 



VI. 

THE RAPE OF BACCHUS. 



lyHEN Dionysus, lulled to slumber sweet, 

By the low songs of Nereids at Ms feet, 
Lay on the Naxian cliffs, to human eye 
A fair and mortal youth robed royally; 
And Zephyrus, who panted as in joy. 
Oft, on his silent plumes, o'erswept the' boy,— 
Lifting his golden, slender wreathing hair, 
To steal away the fragrance nestling there; 
Mingling the drops of moisture, which, like dew, 
Lay on his marble temples veined with blue. 
Stood round his soft-lashed eyes by Morpheus bound. 
And clung like pearls his dimpled throat around; 
And snatching oft his throbbing breath divine. 
Laden with memories of the sable wine. 
Bore it fer out to Nereus-praying men. 
Whose eager prows were homeward turned again, 
And, for an instant, strangely fired their souls, 
With thoughts of leafy shades and brinmiing bowls; — 
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When thus he lay, Tyrrhenian RoTers crept 
From their wild haunts, and spied him as he slept. 
So £Eiir I so clad! who might compute the gain 
Such Slave would yield in ports heyond the main? 
Unsandaled, gropingly, and sUent-lipped, 
Down through the sea-grass mantled crags they slipped; 
Seemed checked a moment in their fierce career, 
Such wondrous odours filled the atmosphere, 
But soon the dreamer seized with hrawny fists. 
Wrapt cruel thongs around his velvet wrists; 
Shouldered him rudely o'er the slippery rocks. 
Which stole a glory from his streaming locks. 
Carried him to their hark, that lurking lay 
With fretting canvass in a neighhouring hay, 
And through the hlue -^gean bore away! 



Awhile the Deity retained disguise, 

Shewed trickling cheeks, and rent the air with cries; 

Helpless to view, permitted these to take. 

To bind, to bear, and cast him on their deck, 

Where moaning sore he lay, bedimmed with tears, 

The subject of the Pirates brutal jeers; 

And so continued till they fax had gone. 

When, lo! the bark, from crashing wildly on, 

Stood motionless I Even when the spreading sail 

By -^olus was bellied with the gale, 

Stood motionless, and from the Captive's hands 

Dropt down, like glutted snakes, the loosened bands. 
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TTpeprang he to his feet ! And in his mien 
Mysterious changes suddenly were seen . 
Outswelled and towered his Form to riper grace, 
A glowing shadow overspread his Face, — 
A swarthy light, as burned an inward fire. 
Which through his eyes flashed flames of hot desire ; — 
His thickening locks no longer strewed the wind. 
But backward flowed, and bound themselves behind; 
The vine's soft tender leaves^ of sunny shade, 
And glistering ivy, burst about his head ; 
And scarcely seen amid his tresses bright. 
Put forth their golden tips, the Horns of Might. 
The purple garments vanished, and for them 
The snow-white tunic, and the fawn-skin came; 
He stretched his hand into the warming air. 
And the wreathed Thyrsus waved impatient there. 
One luscious-toned, mad, gurgling shout he gave. 
And into Wine was changed the heaving wave! 
Wine I glorious winel whose red and amber streams, 
Eddying mingled with bewildering gleams. 
Like topazes and rubies, seemed the spray, 
Which rose in showers and bathed the Deity. 
Up through the perfume-breathing billow sprung 
The tendriled Vine, and to the vessel clung; 
Trellised her sides, and climbed her corded mast. 
Clothing with foliage everything it passed. 
Each rope and spar — each block and sleeping oar. 
By emerald leaves enwrapt, was seen no more. 
Then burst the Grapes, ripe, glossy, clear and great. 
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Arching the yards beneath their wondrous weight; 

Gleaming throughout the tackling low and high. 

They drooped in armftd dusters heavily. 

Flowebs! dew-bathed Flowers! of every shape and hue, 

Broke in a moment into blossom too, 

And blushing sweetly, here and there were seen. 

Studding with colour the prevailing green : 

Some round the thick-wreathed shrouds were garlanded; 

Others but peeped abroad, by leaves half hid; 

And some, as they were lovers making suit, 

Glowed in the presence of the mellow firuit. 

And filled its honied and transparent breast. 

With the gay, hope-like dyes themselves possessed. 

Then joyous roarings rent the wondering ear. 

And, swimming madly, mighty Forms drew near. 

Breasted by thin and glancing foam they came. 

With open jaws and eyes of yellow flame ; 

The smooth-haired Tiger streaked with jetty black, — 

The Panther with bespotted sides and back, — 

The mottled Lynx, — and, ploughing once around, 

Cleared the green bulwarks with an eager bound. 

Sought the high poop with few but lengthy strides. 

And drew along the God their tawny hides. 

Then came a Voice, as from a bubbling lip, 

" EvoE I" and, at once, about the Ship, 

The ocean freshened with a thousand faces, 

Laughter compelling from their wild grimaces; 

And making gods and men forget their woes, 

The Dithtbahb to Dionysus rose I 



vn. 
THE GIPSY BIVOUAC. 



Away ! and left no trace behind, 

Beyond this small, burnt ring of grass ! 
Now, by yon sun ! a pleasant life 

As one might wish to pass ! 
No farther gone than yesterday, 

While stumbling hither with a book, 
I almost stepped upon their Tent 

Within this cunning nook. 



One wide-backed fellow on his face, 

Beside that sprawling bramble lay, 
Too tired with ranging by the night. 

To labour by the day. 
Dreaming, mayhap, of muffled roosts. 

And sudden clutches in the dark. 
My tread broke in upon his sleep 

Like a suspecting bark. 



\ 
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Here, by a sun-bewildered fire, 

Eounding his wires another sat. 
With knotted locks, and tawny face, 

Bent coat, and brimless hat. 
Behind him, near their hoop-arched home, 

Their heads with glaring kerchiefe bound, 
Their large-lipped matrons, gossiping, 

Spread rags upon the ground* 



And yonder on the daisied knoll, — 

The centre of a whining brood 
Brown as the hazels which they steal,- 

A Gipsy Beauty stood. 
Blacker than blackberries her eyes. 

And still not blacker than the hair. 
Which lolled in lazy flakes, ux>on 

Her olive shoulders bare. 



Here were they all but yester-eve ! 

And now, where are they? — Miles away. 
In some new lovely place, while I 

Am here again to-day. 
The River and the Highland Range, 

The silent Fort, the rippled Bay ; 
A glorious scene, but still, the same — 

Would I were free as they I 
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Oh ! would my actions bore on none 

Except myself— that I could rise 
In moods like this, and give the Ebb 

Those sage proprieties, 
Which, though but bonds of lalliput, 

From all our motions steal the grace, 
And fetter fresh, impulsiye souls 

Down to a single place: 



That now, instead of turning back, 

I could keep onward to the West, 
Gain, by the moon, yon far off Wood 

Which clothes the Elver's breast, — 
And, haying the clear stars above 

As stepping-stones unto my prayer 
Upon its way to God— drop down, 

And take my slumber there. 



My harmless heart, my confidence; 

My mother-earth, my only bed; 
Her copse my curtains, and her moss 

The pillow for my head. 
The owlet's eyes my chamber lamp, 

Suspended in the sombre tree; 
And the full tide's near murmuring. 

My untired lullaby! 



A 
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To wake when, bedded in the dew, 

The hart and roe a dreamy stare 
Are turning on the glimpsing East, 

Which shines into their lair; 
And, springing up, refilled with strength, 

By gentle Night for thirsty Day, 
Down cool green alleys, strewn with cones, 

To other scenes away! 



To lie and rise, to walk and run, 

Be silent, and shout out at will, — 
Descend into the cottaged vale. 

Or scale the lonesome hill. 
Now, knee-deep in its ruddy heath, 

Labour across the treeless moor. 
And now 'mid flowers and children, sit 

Beside the rustic's door. 



My steps, to-day, through rural groups. 

And stretching tracts of cultured ground ; 
To-morrow, skirting solemn woods. 

With ivied Turrets crowned : 
Then in green lanes, and entering soon 

The Village of a single row, 
With humming School, — Inn, gaudy-signed, — 

And Smithy all a-glowl 
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The Sea, — the Rocks, — the whispering weed!- 

I waken from my revery. 
It is the distant Steeple-Bell, 

Which sets the Worker free! 
The earnest, kindly, wanr-toned Peal 

Which brings the l<Mig day to a close, 
And like a housewife crieth, ''Come 

To comfort and repose!" 



How many homes in yonder Town 

Its sound hath filled with joyous haste! 
How many fires are breaking nowl 

How many seats are placed! 
How many simple boards are set! 

Love sparkles, in how many eyes! 
How many doors are off the latch! 

How many windows rise! 



How many children It hath stopped, 

Like magic, in their noisy play. 
Sending them bounding forth to meet 

The Comers on their way. 
With care clear glance, and artless speech, 

To draw the Iron and the Wood 
Out of their minds, and bring them back 

To men of flesh and blood. 
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How many age- worn Figures now 

Turn forward on the weaiy bed, 
And wait, with thin hand-sheltered ears. 

Their young supporter's tread! 
How many Mothers, Wives, and Maids, 

Look wistfully along the street. 
Or bend the head down gloomy stairs, 

To hear ascending feet! 



Balmily trembling on the air, 

It spreadeth like an Angel's Voice, 
Calling, "The Curse to-day is met! 

Cease, Labourers, and rejoice!" 
On heaving, hive-like Multitudes 

Of willing, but exhausted men, 
It &lleth, as on parched boughs 

Descends the mellow rain! 



Tis heard! The busy Instrument, 

Or despot-like Machine is stopped! 
Toil wipes his corded, dripping brow. 

His aching arms are dropped, — 
The Kerchief round the throat is wrapt. 

On quickly is the Jacket drawn. 
The Gates are open! Time and Home 

Are his until the dawn! 
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Oh wide, blue Sky! would human eye 

Thus, from thy beauty, drink delight, 
Hadst Uiou not lately curtained been 

By ^oomy Clouds and Night ? 
<^ sparkling Sea! would it o'er thee 

Thus like a soft-plumed, gladsome bird, 
Skim dipping, hadst thou not of late 

To snowy surge been stirred? 



Thus would'st thou be, thou dreaming Tree, 

In sunlight drenched, and still throughout! 
A glorious Vision, — ^hadst thou not 

Been lately tossed about? 
And 80, Life! would thine hours like this, 

Be heavenly-breathing as they are, 
Wert thou not often shadowed, vexed. 

And bent by Toil and Care? 



How foolish therefore was my Dream 

Of roving aimless o*er the Land, 
This way and that, like thistle down,— 

A sentimental vagabond! 
Without a Home, the heart of life; 

No bonds, relations, social ties. 
Which are its very nerves and veins; 

Nor Work, its needful exercise! 



\ 
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No! as I pray for daily bread, 

I pray for daily duties too. 
It is the darkness that hath been 

Which makes the Sky so blue; 
The storm makes thus the smooth sea fiur, 

The crushing blast— the slimibering Tree, 
And so a busy day hath made 

This hour so sweet to met 



vin. 
TH:fi ANTIQUB CRUCIEIX. 



T HAVE a Cousin, — Amelie, — 

But lately found, the more my loss! 
Upon whose bosom ever hangs 

A little Silver Cross. 
No longer is its Holy Form 

Stretched out in heavy agony, 
For Piety's pale lips have kissed 

Its deep-lined pain away. 

By earnest human Love overcome, 

The writhing cheek and corded brow, 
The up-drawn lips and shrunken eyes. 

Are smooth and easeful now I 
The spear-wound healed, — ^the nail-marks dosed,- 

As fiUed with perfect peace, the breast, — 
Trial has into Triumph passed I 

And Suffering into Best! 

And so through faith and trust in Him, 
And holding by His human woe, 
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Shall men to Calm and Glory bring 

All He endured below. 
Each prayer that leaves the holy heart, 

Each tear that dims the holy eye, 
Each pressure on His mortal form, 

Makes less thb agony. 



Fumaced upon the wrath of Grod, 

Which crusts to nothing other ore. 
Well crucibled was His pure love, 

But still It shone the more! 
Gleamed even in the night of Death! 

Gleams now, and clearer every day!- 
Ohl let us, gazing up, grow bright 

In Its reflected ray! 



IX. 

HOW THE HAZE WENT. 



A dense, chill mom. 
Upon my way to town I scarce could breathe. 
Villas, trees, fences, and the very Eoad, 
Save for a yard or two about myseli^ — 
A magic circle, upon whose dear round 
The Forms of passing people rose and sank 
Like Apparitions, — all were veiled in mist, 
' Earth-clinging Mist, so thick and palpable. 
That reaching up my hand I could trail down 
A wavering portion of its snowy fleece. 
The Land was still, but from the River near, 
Which like a Lethe rolled unseen below. 
Came constantly the clang of warning bells, 
From Vessels groping on their blinded way 
With little more .tiian motion. 

So it was 
When I too sailed upon the dangerous tide, 
And mused upon that Darkness tangible, 
Which, at the lifting of the Prophet's arm. 
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Fell, like the parting scowl of Deity, 

On clear-skied Egypt, where the hlotted Sun 

Was a chief Grod, and Clouds were wondered at. 

For three long days the Valley of the Nile 

Was swathed in gloom, and of its myriads 

Kot one departed from the place he held, 

Or saw his neighbour! Pharaoh kept his throne. 

Beholding not his whispering Counsellors. 

The Ethiopian prostrate at his feet. 

When that strange Judgment through the palace 

flowed, 
Rose up, in blackness blacker than himself^ 
Unseen, to all the grace of liberty. 
The Soldier could not see his talisman. 
The quivered Charioteer his crested steeds, 
The Usurer his hoard of silver rings, 
The scarabcBus-breasted Priest his host 
Of shapeless, and of brute Divinities; 
The nursing Mother could not see her babe, 
The heavy ear-ringed Bride her lover's face, 
The Maiden by the sacred River's marge 
Her pitcher, or the Monster in the reeds 
The dainty prey so near his ragged maw. 

This thought away, it came into my mind 
How like to such a scene was Human Life. 
How weighing mystery hangs over it. 
How round us, as we journey on our course, 
A little space is all within our ken. 
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How doubts, and fears, and strange presentiments, 

Keep eyer, bell-like, knelling in our hearts, 

And how Time's scarcely seen and silent Stream 

Flows under, setting to Eternity. — 

But as there, through this dreary view of things, 

Gleamed the idea of a higher Life, 

Where no gross, dimming, and distorting fogs 

Shall mar the vision, and where not a speck 

Shall come between the Spirit and The Light, 

My fancy seemed to mock that atmos^bere, 

And build up Heaven before my very eyesl 

For here a Grove, sprinkled with golden dust; 

And there a Mountain peak, serene and dear; 

A strip of bluest Sky ; a group of Trees 

Sleeping through all their multitude of leaves ; 

A Cottage by the beach, with spiral smoke. 

And Children flitting through the shrubby plots; 

A mighty ship, with but one man on deck, 

On glossy waters moored; and the white form 

Of the Sea-mew circling the scarlet buoy. 

And gazing downward with a sloping head 

Li sailing round, as if, Narcissus-like, 

It were enamoured of its mirrored self, 

Came, one by one, before my dreaming gaze I 

Till, all at once, as if before a spell, 

Even while I looked, that wondrous Mist was gone. 

And 'twas a day of beauty marvellous I 

No spot upon the broad and distant Sky, 

No break o'er all the Clyde of many Lochs, 
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But here and there a graceM Pleasure Boat 
With drooping canvass, like a slumbering Swan, 
And the brown, Monarch-Mountains of Argyle 
Smiling, as if they heard high harmony! 

It seemed as if that Haze had wrapt the Earth 
From mortal vision, while concealed by it, 
Angels had busied to produce a Day 
Which might surprise and raise the mind of man 
Unto a purer and a happier world; — 
With love and joy spreading upon the Hills, 
The Woods, the Shores, the Islands, and the Sea, 
Colour and stillness they had brought from home; 
Bearing the Clouds away to parts remote. 
And with their balmy and their beauteous hands 
Scattering sweet perfumes through the golden air : 
Then, as they vanished to a higher sphere, 
Drawn up the Curtain with them in their flight, 
And shewn that radiant Scene. 



X 

FATHER CHANGE. 



THERE passed down the Lane of Life- 
Lane irregular and narrow, — 
An Ancient Fellow, eagle-beaked, 

Trundling such a barrow I 
Heaped, and heaped, and over-heaped, 

Never was a load so motly. 
And thus he kept exclaiming still. 
Pressed however hotly — 
^'Deaths and weddings! deaths and weddings I 

Useless old things ta*en for new I 
Something here for everybody ! 
Passing through I 



*' Be in time now I be in time ! 

Here you have all sorts of things! 
Schoolbags, business ; gains and losses ; 

DoUs, and marriage rings; 
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Bride-cakes, coffins ; cradles, crutches ; 

Gaiety and sadness; 
Health and riches, want and weakness, 
Heason, —ay, and madness. 
Bags and velvets ! crosts and banquets I 

Hobby-horses, not a few ! 
Now's your time for making bargains. 
Passing through ! '* 



Sometimes slowly, sometimes quickly, 

Ever surely he progressed ; 
Never for a single moment 

In a state of rest. 
Glancing upward, glancing downward, 

Backward, forward, round and round. 
Now he howled, and now he chuckled. 
Smiled by turns and frowned. 
"Deaths and weddings! deaths and weddings ! 

Useless old things ta'en for new I 
Something here for everybody I 
Passing through I '* 



Out they came, the silly people ; 

Out by windows and by doors; 
O'er the roofe, up from the cellars, 

Scores succeeding scores. 
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Open-mouthed and open-handed. 

Eager all for something strange. 
Pushing, sideling ; hold and timid ; 
To Old Father Change. 
" Deaths and weddings! shrouds andchaplets! 

Lots of notions, false and true ; 
Fame 1"— he bawled this to the garrets — 
" Passing through! " 



Children bringing hoops and marbles, 

Careless words, and merry looks, 
Held them up, receiving for them, 

Knitted brows and books. 
Youths, to purchase learning's honour. 

Brought a load of midnight hours. 
Ruddy cheeks, and social pleasures, 
Open air and flowers. 
" Education! application ! 

Thoughts above the common crew! 
Hollow chests and heavy foreheads ! 
Passing through ! " 



Maidens brought familiar features. 
Old affections tried and strong. 

Lightest bosoms, gay companions. 
Merry Dance and Song, 
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For a heart and hand untested, 

For a very world of cares, 
New relations, new pursuits, and 
Most experienced airs I 
" Bridal dresses ! splashed postillions I 

Caps and keys, — and curses too! 
Be, like others, wives and mothers I 
Passing through !" 



Men of downcast, yellow eyes, 

Bringing sleep, and peace, and health, 
Spread their dry, glazed fingers out. 

And shrieked aloud for wealth. 
Others, sickly-lipped and bent, 

Brought their homes and modest fiices, 
For the wine cup and the jest, 
Oaths, and foul embraces. 
" Bars of Gold and Iron Habits I 

Mammon-lovers, now for you I — 
Grapes and beauty! thirst and bloaches ! 
Passing through !" 



Gazing on the silver clouds. 
Solemnly, at times, there came 

Light-eyed, open-bosomed youths. 
Who sought a Poet's Name. 
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" Here are pearls of thought,'* they said, 

** Gathered by the lonely way 
Which the great of earth have trodden, — 
We would be as they." 
"Amber dreams, and murky wakings ! 

Laurel I — only after Yew! 
Quickened sense for joy and sorrow 1 
Passing through!" 



And even so, — ^Heaven bless their wisdom ! 

All, whate'er they were before, 
Would be something else ; — whatever 

Had, would still have more. 
Babes and dotards, clowns and monarchs, — 

Out they come for something strange, 
Fearing, hoping, straight and groping, 
To Old Fathbb Change ! 
*' Deaths and weddings 1 deaths and weddings! 

Useless old things ta*en for new ! 
Something here for everybody! 
Passing through I " 



At an open, attic casement, 
A Philosopher who heard 

All the bustle, smiled profoundly 
As he stroked his beard. 
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" Crowding out about Him," quoth he, 

" 'Twill be long e'er I go there," — 
As he spoke he heard a Step 
And Voice upon his stair, — 
" Deaths and weddings! deaths and weddings I 

Useless old things ta'en for new I 
Something here for everybody ! 
Passing through/' 



/ 



XI. 

BORDER REVENGE. 

A FRA.OMENT. 



/ ^RIED the Chief to a trooper, unhanding his throat, 
**Up, hound, and thank Heaven thou art not in the 

moat! 
Since it is not a Boj, bj this hilt, shall it be 
A Woman to rule herds of cravens like thee I 
Let her bosom be white as the crag-crowning snow, 
I warrant a Man's heart shall yet beat below I 
Like the stars be her eyes, they shall learn, by the 

rood. 
To look without winking on bruises and blood! 
No soft, silly maiden, nor tale-telling crone 
Shall come here, to make her soul as sick as their own ! 
My Buff Coats shall tend her with axe and with sword, 
My trusty old sleugh shall beside her keep ward. 
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She shall couch in my wol&kin, and play with my 

blade, 
Her lullaby nightly, our gathering to Raid. 
She shall ride e'er she walks, wear the gauntlet for 

glove. 
And flush up with revenge, as do others with love ! 
To the Tower! Light the Bale ! Look to saddle and 

girth I 
"We must put a red mark on the hour of her birth! " 



The dull Bell swang out through the stillness of night. 
Burst o*er the black Turret the wild, ruddy light, 
The Bloodhound leapt up from his lair in the keep, 
Bearded Figures sprang out of their stone-pillowed 

sleep; 
Torch was held unto torch, till court, chamber, and 

stair 
Of the Fortress were filled with the thick, yellow glare ; 
Steeds, hastily jerked, struggled up from their beds. 
Jutting eyeballs of purple on Those at their heads ; 
There was fixing of steel-cap, and donning of jack, 
And slinging of quiver and musket a-back, i 
And setting of bit, and unbuckling of rein, 
And feeling of horsehoof agafn and again ; 
Locks clicked and flints gleamed ; tankards glimmered 

about 
From rough lips to rough lips with laughter and shout ; 
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Bolts screamed, hinges moaned, and erelong through 

the Gate, 
In whose shadow the flittermouse sported of late, 
Eode the Eeivers, their arms glancing hack the high 

flame, 
And hoyered in groups as for others who came. 



An indistinct murmur was heard in the Vale, 
Then the clatter of gallop, and jingle of mail, 
And soon, one hy one, steeled marauders like these 
Plunged forth, here and there, from beneath the old 

Trees, 
And wheeled to their place, — the first flash of each 

spear, 
As it shot into light, being hailed with a cheer ! 
So they rapidly came, till the boisterous Band 
Was doubled, when loud rose the Baron's conmiand, 
And the whole thundered off, through the Wood, down 

the Hill, 
O'er the Valley, afar, — till again all was still. 
And Kupert, the warder, in crossing the Court 
From securing the Entrance, stopped suddenly short. 
And remained gazing upward, and mournfully smiled. 
As there fell on his ear the shrill wail of a child I 
**AyI** muttered the Porter, "there's cause for thy 

weeping. 
Side by side, cheek to cheek, sweetly now are they 

sleeping 
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Who will neyor again the fiiir Momingbreak see, 
But, to celebrate redly this coming of Thee, 
Will be slain in their dreams!'' 

It was late the next mom 
When the freebooters tightened their reins on return, 
And "Hal ha!" laughed the Chiel^ glancing up at the 

Tower, 
"The hour of Thy birth, lass, indeed, was an hour! 
No beeves bring we this time, nor burdens of gear, 
But the memory of vengeance accomplished, more dear! 
Breathing softly, wrapt close in each other's embrace 
They lay, my worst Foe and his love, fece to face. 
Rusty brand, tell the rest:— the meek Ewe and her 

Bam 
Are sleeping for ever, — ^but here is the Lamb I 
Catch, Rupert! a plaything, — ^thou'rt old," — and he 

cast 
To the greybearded keeper a Boy as he passed, 
A pale, little infant, borne off as it slept. 
Which shook in its slender, white garment, and wept. 
" My sword touched its throat, when the blessed thought 

came 
To spare it, and rear it to nothing but shame! 
All at rest, my revenge, though complete, had been 

done — 
I shall now stretch it out in disgracing the Son. 
That's the thing Oswald bragged would crush 

Douglas's power. 
And break his proud spirit, and level his Tower! 
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flow now? WMle this Daughter of mine, year by 

year, 
Is trained to be stronger and stranger to fear, 
The nature I take from her bosom shall be 
Passed into this Boy's till a woman is he I 
He shall never, I swear, lift his eyes on the day 
When the saddle to foray shall sweep him away, 
But shall spin, and shall sew, and shall carry the wine, 
Hold the stirrup, and kneel to this damsel of mine. 
Thou thought'st, haughty Southron I he*d yet be a 

Knight, 
And spread o'er the Marches the fame of his might. 
Instead, from this day forth, and ever, his lot 
Is to live on, the jeer of the plundering Scot I " 



Thou changer of Natures I go fetch thee the fawn 
Which thy cavalcade, miles away, startled at dawn, 
Bring it from the cool solitude, where it doth play 
Bound the Doc, a stray beam, through the checked 

simimer day. 
Bind its delicate Form in thy Stable, and swear 
It shall grow like the champers and loud neighers 

there! 
Or ride to the Abbey, and beg thou the Eose 
Which o'er the south wall by its postern grows. 
Plant it near yonder Oaks, and imperiously say 
It shall yet be as lofty and massive as they I 
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Or seek thou the alder-fringed Lake, whose pure d 
lies tranquil, unshadowed, and calm, as in sleep, 
And, scowling heside it, declare with an oath 
That it jet shall boil up into clamour and froth, 
Till it copes with the Fall in yon spray-blind Ravi 
From which it hath come, though so dear 
serene! — 



xn. 
DAYMARE. 



T DKEAMT I stood alone upon a Height, 

A hill-like Heap of broken skeletons, 
Crackling and splintering 'neath my single weight, 
And thence looked out upon A Plain of Bones, 
Which, bristling, spread for leagues on every side. 
Till, in a cold grey sky, it coldly died. 

Level it seemed, and yet made up of Files 

Such as I gazed from at that fearful time, 
And, in the shadow of its grim Defiles, 
Like endless snakes glistening with livid slime. 
Smooth pathways wound, — oh, trodden by what feet? — 
Bone-paved, and wrought to many a wild conceit. 

This pale Expanse One Object only broke. 

Far distant, a colossal gloomy Dome 
Bose, as a black and solitary Bock 

Might tower above a Sea of wearied foam, 
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And in my breast a thirst-like wish did spring 
To stand beside that dark, mysterious Thing. 

Upon the impulse, with an eager limb 

I took my first step on the dreary way, 
When, lo! a crash, and all the air grew dim 
With dust and films, the atoms of decay, 
And, as I yelled my sight, I heard around 
Jabberings and creakings of unearthly sound! 

These died away, — and with strange calms between, 

Succeeded rumblings fiily fiithoms deep, 
As if my sudden tread the cause had been 
Of central lapses in the brittle Heap, — 
And distant, open bursts, as firom its crest, 
Great slips, in low ravines, had reached their rest. 

Soon all was still. In fear I looked about.— 

So far subsided had the chill dead doud, 
That, in fantastic attitudes, stood out. 
Half seen, half hidden, from its misty shroud. 
Skeleton Shapes, — as in a steaming Lake 
A Band of Fiends their hideous sport might take I 

And as the white Shower sank. They seemed to rise. 
And gather round me to a multitude! 

In antic jwsture, and of every size. 
Thicker and thicker grew the horrid brood! 
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And when, for rest, I viewed remains of haze, 
New frightfiil Forms swam up into my gazel 

Mocking at me appeared the fleshless Gang. 

But hands which seemed derisively to point, 
Losing their level all at once, would hang 
Casting their yellow fingers, joint by joint ; 
Limbs stretching near to strike, and arms to clutch, 
Renounced their sockets ere they gained a touch ; 

And Skulls, which nodded wamingly around, 
As suddenly would stop, and sink aside, — 
Through their dry framework tnmdle to the Mound, 
And thence grin up upon me hollow-eyed. 
As if, even so, fellen and bodiless. 
They yet had power to add to my distress! 

A milder scene has made a madman die. 

And caused cold reasoners to go howling mad! 
To ME she came not, — sweet Lisanityl 
Or little suffering might my soul have had. 
With Her, I might have loved that Ghastly Band, 
Bussed each flat mouth, and pressed each gritty hand; 

Believed I tremblingly enclosed a waist. 
And felt a warm heart throbbing answer there. 

While mouldering ribs were all that I embraced ; 
Lost those chinked crowns in folds of velvet hair; 
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And, gazing into thiese bone-yacandes, 
Seen myself mirrored npon wide blue eyes. 

Had She but strock her wand into my brain, 

A thousand Suns about me might have rolled, 
Beautiful clouds around the horizon lain. 
The dark Dome blazed a cupola of gold. 
And that most dismal of all Solitudes 
Been a Mr land of music-pulsing Woods. 

But the Enchantress only hovered nigh 

In lightning glimpses. To my fearful gaze 
The strange, wild Truth remained; the cold grey Sky, 
The shadowy Valleys, the dull-gleaming Ways. 
The sullen Dome, the mighty Plain of Bones, 
The dry, white Mound, and jibing Skeletons. 

How to escape? Perhaps upon the brink 

Of an unutterable frightful doom I 
Might not the netted ridge beneath me sink. 
And I descend to some vast Catacomb, 
One of a Range of many dim-lit Halls, 
The wrecks of Life their pavements, roofe, and walls? 

For nights and days the silent aisles to tread. 
Gaunt Famine like a white wolf tracking me! 

To meet, where'er I glanced, some chapless head 
Smiling a welcome to its company. 
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And hands held out, — wander where'er I would, 
As if to give the grasp of hrotherhood! 

No sound, except when, loosening from the Vault, 
Some Eorm came struggling down the thlc)^ chill 
air, 
(Becoming less at every sommersault,) 
And dropping,— set on me a curious stare, 
As if it wondered what it was whose pace 
Had made it leave its long held, lofty place. 

No Bats within the loathsome Corridors, 

No dusk Owls sailing past with searching eyes, 
No Lizards flittering through the uneven floors, 
No Moths in all the million crevices, — 
Nought living, even foul in shape and tone. 
To tell me that I breathed not there— alone! 

And so to beat about day after day. 

Like a caged bird forgotten to be fed. 
Till Life in some wild dream, should pass away, 
And I too DEAD, should lie among the dead. 
Breed maggots, feast them, and, ere long, a thing 
Such as I trod on, mock their hungering! 

How to escape? They were not vain alarms. 

The soil did shakel With one look upward thrown, 
My eyes I closed, stretched back my swelling arms, 

With resolution clenched my fists to stone. 
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And forward spsano — ^bursting the grisly files, 
And scattering bones about, like icicles! 

Falling beyond on the declivity, 

I sank embedded in its ragged crust, 
Where, stunned and nerveless, for a time I lay^ 
With pain inspiring the i)olluted dust, — 
The gross residuum, which had likewise there. 
By me disturbed, boiled up into the air. 

Again too, round about, beneath, and o'er. 

Dull, lipless Voices seemed in speech engaged! 
Louder at first, and angrier than before, 
As if above all self-control enraged 
To find that, by Its unexpected spring. 
The Living Jest had cleft their phantom Ring. 

Then uttered slowly, in so low a tone. 
That through the dusty veil I scarce could 
hear; 
As if They marvelled where I could have gone, 
And passed opinions that I must be near. 
Foretold disclosure and exchanged their thought 
Upon the torture fitting me, when caught! 

Followed a whisper — whisper — ^whispering! 

Sorer to hear than the most fiendish shout. 
As if there had been great discovering. 

And even then closed cunningly about 
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These Bare Malignities, — that bony Troop, — 
To scream next moment an exulting whoop! 

No longer, oh I no longer could I heart 

To one wild glance I opened up my eyes, 
And as I had imagined, Thet webe thebe, 
Hemming me in, those scoffing Atomies f 
A toothless grin on me, which seemed to say: 
" Ha, ha I ha, ha! you thought you were away!** 

As, for its life, with knocking heart, the hare 

Whose form has been detected, takes the leap. 
So, on the instant, goaded by despair, 
I struggled furiously o'er the steep, 
Commencing soon, with headlong speed to slide 
Into the Vale, down that grim Mountain-side I 

But not alone, made I the dread descent! 

Not yet from persecution was I free! 
For with thin yells of rage and merriment. 
They swarmed around, below, and over me! 
And one i)oor Life amid a Lifeless Throng, 
Half stifled with decay I rushed along! 

Some cast their gaunt dun arms about my neck. 
Striving to keep me with a firm embrace, 

But even then would into fragments break. 
And drop behind me in the frightful race! 
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Some seemed with vengeful zeal, to drag me on, 
Hoping to bring my brow upon a stone! 

Some seemed to dance, sprinkling their skinny toes! 

Some, chattering, sat on me as on a horse! 
Some lying in the way I moved to, rose, 
And set their hands as to oppose my course! 
Others struck widely out as if to swim! — 
There came a Shock, and all my Soul grew dim! 

* * « * • 

Returned to sense and sight, myself I found 

Stretched upon one of these duU winding "Ways, 
The loathsome Avalanche strewn all around, 
To very atoms dashed, and motionless. 
Nothing with movement, either far or near. 
No sound, — the lightest, — on the straining ear. 

The Dome ! The Dome ! My longing wish came hack. 

Unto my feet a sudden leap I made, 
Eesolved to keep by that mysterious Track, 
Till I should issue in Its solemn shade. 
But scarcely, once again, erect I stood. 
Than terror overswept me like a flood! 

For even as attracted by my rise, 
New foes were starting up to fresh pursuit, 

On either hand I heard suspicious cries. 
And marked a jerking finger, arm, or foot! — 
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Again to feel Their touch ! Away I fled 
Between these Age-built Pyramids op Dead! 

On! on! and still the horrid sights and sounds I 

I £Eincied that I heard Them on the path, 
Hurrying behind me like a pack of hounds, 
Breathlessly gibbering in demoniac wrath 1 
Yet reaching not, — one backward look I gave. 
They rolled, in pieces, on the glossy pave! 

The polished pave of tesselated bone. 

Shining and figured like a Palace floor, 
Bordered with skulls, set thickly one to one. 
And ribs, in crescent rails brought o'er and o'er. 
Along its surface, dully glimmering, 
Nor worm, nor snail, nor any living thing! 

TJpon this passage, — a dim ice-bound Stream, 

Lazily coiled round Motmts of tainted Snow, — 
Each Monster, as He reached it, with a scream 
Melted to splints, which pattered to and firo. 
As vital, and engaged in spiteful chase, 
But all at &ult fjrom blindest giddiness! 

By hundreds sprawled they down on either side 
To gain the Way ; but as they leapt upon't. 

And threw their empty heads in impish pride, 
Knowing the issue of the level hunt. 



L 



78 POEMS. 



They Vanished, — ^leaving but a smokj wreath, 
And, as in search, those busy Bits beneath ! 

None panting at mj heels mj pace decreased. 

And, as it gradually slower grew. 
Such sights and noises lessened, till they ceased. 
And silence wrapt that dismal Avenue, 
Whose quick turns kept in keen suspense my mind. 
For WHAT might stand before, — ^what steal behind? 

Though now no more at firantic Shapes aghast, 

I tottered onward dull with secret fears, 
For, gloaring down upon me as I passed, 
Built up on every hand, in tiers on tiers. 
Crowds of these bloodless, heartless, lifeless Things 
Lay, sat, or stood, marking my joumeyings! 

Up from the very Boad whose barrier 

Some, spread out, set their chinless faces on, 
To the blanched Pinnacles, and even there. 
In tall groups mute and motionless as stone. 
Scarcely relieved against the ashy sky. 
In cunning quiet, They watched me moving by! 

I travelled— it might be from Mom till Noon, 
Over till Eve, and down into the Night, 

But neither Sun, nor Star, nor argent Moon, 
Came to proclaim the hour with lips of light. 
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It looked as if Old Tihb himself were gone, 
And I might chance to pass His Skeleton. 

On — as it were, into another Day 

Yet senseless of fatigue, for in my soul 
The first strong ynsh. maintained its mystic sway, 
And each new winding might reveal the goal ! 
In memory ever loomed the Cloud-like Eound 
Which reigned o'er that dead Waste, — and must he 
found ! 

And foimd erelong, for as I turned the breast 

Of a projecting pile, whose huddled Elves 
Hung out and gazed more keenly than the rest, 
As if they hardly could restrain themselves. 
My freed glance shot along a widening Way 
With a great Arch at its extremity I 

A sallow Gateway of imcouth design. 

Formed of the huge and gray-tusked Skeleton, 
With limb bones pillar-like and rocky spine. 
Of some dark Age's ruling Mastodon, 
Whose cumbrous Head bent out, with wide stretched jaws 
Grinned sullenly, as warning me to pause! 

Ridged with a pallisade of Monsters' teeth 
Plain and serrate, of every shape and size, 

And striped with loopholes here and there beneath, 
Of width but suited to malignant eyes. 
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High, bone-built Walls arose on either side. 
As of a land or city fortified. 

Here was, at length, that Serpent-pathway's head! 

My torturing pilgrimage was near its dose I 
A moment, and I cast the scales of dread, 
And lacing once again my cruel foes, 
Yelled backed defiance to them in a tone 
Shrill and unearthly even as their own; 

Then, as if on a fasting Eagle's wing, 

I fiew, and reached that Giant Portal soon, 
But faltered there, for Something seemed to sing, 
Or talk beside it, with an eldritch croon, 
Oozing, I foimd, from one of two dark Cells 
Set in the walls, as if for Sentinels. 

And there, around a floor fire burning blue, 

Of coffin shreds and rotting palls composed, 
Their yellow temples garlanded with Yew, 
A Company of lofty Spectres closed, 
Jauntily swaying on their creaking joints. 
And bending over spears with icy points! 

To the quick flickering of that azure flame 
Their meagre Shadows danced around the room. 

Below, behind, beside, and over them: — 
Vanishing now in unexpected gloom. 
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And now again, with the returning light, 
Starting in black distinctness into sight. 

And one, who looked a yeteran in war. 

The foremost Figure in the circle stood, 
And mumbled well worn tales of service o'er, — 
Prating about The Victory op the Flood. 
And how, in deluges of fiery rain. 
They seized and swept The Cities op the Plain ! 

Within the shadowy lobby to the cell 

I htmg and listened, — listened without fear 
To histories such as surely never fell, 

Before, in truth or dreams, on human ear, 
Of Plagues let loose at Nations' Numberings, 
Famines, Babe-slaughters, and the ends of Kings. 

I heard these things, and yet became not sick ! 

Instead of crusting up with feverous heat. 
My brain grew chill; instead of fluttering quick. 
It seemed as if my heart had ceased to beat; 
Nay, such recitals found me soon athirst, 
And I too screamed at one triumphant burst ! 

Then was I conscious that the subtle glance 
Of that Old Fiend was on the mortal spy. 

As if transfixed already by his lance, 
I looked at him, and could not fall or fly~^ 
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" Comrade !" he shrieked, " Come in, and hear again 
How we of yore destroyed these cursed Men." 

Thereon the rest stretched backward from the light, 

Peered out upon me with their blinking eyes 
Sparking impatience and rejoicing spite, 
Besumed their attitudes, and joined in cries 
Of " Come in quickly, Comrade ! No delay ! 
You stop him, — oh, you stop him, — Come away 1" 

Comrade I oh Grace ! How Comrade unto Those? 

I staggered outward, stunned and stupified. 
The fitful demon-flame behind me rose. 
As if it knew the Thought at which I sighed, 
And by my Shade, in straggling characters. 
Wrote the fell truth before me, like a Curse. 

Waking as from a giddy trance, I viewed 
A level Square extending many miles, 
Within whose walls a Phantom Multitude 
Lounged, sported, marched, and exercised in files. 
Stalked on its Towers, or swam its scarlet Flood, — 
For through it rolled a silent Stream of Blood : 

Which came in mystery — ^in mystery went. 
And like a war-belt bound the grey expanse. 

Over its depths a mighty Bridqe was bent. 
Framed of the Wrecks of great Leviathans, 
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Abnormous Creatures which had stirred the Sea 
To tempests, long e'er Man had come to be. 

And on the farther bank of that red tide, 

Piled and up-piled, a dreary Palace rose, 
With steep, balustered stairs from side to side 
Rising to ebon-columned porticoes. 
And, crowning all, as formed of solid gloom, 
The fex-seen, long-sought, fescinating Dome I 

Behold the Object of my search at last — 

This sombre Structure! Who in It could reign? 
On the grim Viaduct with speed I passed, 
But, midway o*er, my sufferings came again, 
For the vast Relics of the early Deep 
Composing it, seemed wakening from their sleep. 

Erelong with groanings to and fro they swung, 

This way and that, as their intent it was 
I should, so shaken from their Arch, be flung 
Into the Stream, where thronged with prickly 
jaws 
Unending creatures, through whose restless coiling 
The waves, so nigh beneath, appeared as boiling. 

No storm-mocked mariner so dearly clings 
To his last spar, as I did when I neared 

The purple surge, wherefit)m these nameless Things, 
Writhen into a knot with crests upreareJ, 
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Fixed upon me their bleached and blue-reined eyes, 
Bloating and lapsing with expectancies I 

But it was not my fate to perish there. 

The hideous passage rocked itself in vain. 
Its wild vibrations soon became more rare, 
And, by and by, it stood erect again; 
Then flew I blindly on, until I sank 
Far, far beyond it on the other bank: 

Sank even at the base of the ascent 

To that great Edifice. With gathered strength 
Entering upon my labour, up I went, 
And seemed to moimt for hours on hours. At 
length. 
The summit won, I sat me down to breathe; 
My whole soul sickening at the scene beneath. 

There were the spectre-mottled, towery Square, 

The gory Current with its ragged Pont, 
And the dun Mastodon-formed Gateway, where 
^ That was beheld which evermore would haunt. 

Beyond, spread out the Plain of white Decay 

Till in the cold grey sky it died away. 

And, here and there, I traced amid its heights, 
Far as it could be followed by the gaze, 

The Path where I beheld such maddening sights, 
And underwent such cruel agonies, 
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And — "Hast thou come so far, and borne all that!" 
A voice within me whispered, — "And for what?" 

Threading the Pillars, whose high capitals 

Were rich in ruin, eager on my search, 
A Vestibule, betapestried o'er with palls, 
Received me through a mildew-dripping Porch, 
O'er which, as traced in clinging dust, I read : 
"All things ake mine till Time is finished.** 

Within there did not live the lightest sound. 

Even a footstamp got no echo back. 
As I advanced the darkness grew profound, 
Until on every side 'twas speckless black, 
Through which on groped I, marvelling more and more, 
On, till I seemed to touch a clammy Door. 

Which yielded to the pressure of my hand, 

And, strangely plain to my late worthless sight, 
In a long Gallery I appeared to stand. 
At whose far end alone there glimmered light. 
Which, from a cirque of blue flamed lamps, was shed 
On some dark Body looming at the head. 

I hurried up the vacant, shadowy Hall, 
Attracted onward by the languid glare ; 

Still it was motionless and silent all, 
And so I neared the ruling Object there, 
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Which, graduaUy, lescdyed into a Throne, 
Whereon there sat ▲ Sk£I£tox alone. 

His frigid glance was fixed npon mj hce. 
And well I knew that it had so heen set 
Since I had entered into that dim place, 
By the &r- watching gesture he had yet! 
Those eyes ! those eyes ! they pierced my rery hrain. 
Their keen look forcing ice through eveiy vein! 

Bound his don forehead clnng a heayy wreath 
Of pampered worms,~a sahle-feathered dart 
Shook in his hony dutch,— his foot heneath, 
Crushed into shapelessness, there lay a Heart, — 
And, as if through him drove the Arctic hlast. 
His dull and toothless jaw bones rattled £Eist. 

At length he rose, and tottering slowly down. 

He towards me drew, the air becoming chill; 
He bent his head so near, the loathly crown 
Lay on my very brow,^-came closer still, — 
And from my nostrils fled the fluttering breath, 
As in my ear he whispered, "I am Death!" 

I felt his gelid arm my waist surrounding, 
I found myself drawn on, — oh mercy ! where! 

Through some dark Cave, in which mad waves were 
sounding 
On every side, to a mysterious stair, — 
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And up, and round, and up, we went together! 

Still round, and up, and round, but whither, whither?— 

I had not power to fancy. By and bj, 

The roaring of the Unseen Ocean died, 
And, in its place, straj flakes of Harmonj 
Came fluttering down the gloomy staircase wide. 
The cramped, cold clasp around my trembling form 
Became, as we ascended, loose and warml 

Upon my terror freed, and quickening soul. 
The fragrance of all joy-creating flowers. 
In one rich stream of mingled sweetness, stole, — 
A balmy coolness, as from summer showers. 
Flowed round my temples, — to my bosom came 
A wondrous glow, as from some mystic flame I 

Erelong the walls were tinct with amber light, — 

Higher, were streaming down with golden rays, — 
And soon, that strange Ascent supremely bright. 
There was revealed to my bewildered gaze, 
An Akoel by my side, who round me wove 
Kind arms, and looked on me with looks of love! 

His fkce, and neck, and breast, and limbs, were white 
As the white marble's heart. A rosy glow 

Upon his cheeks and lips lay fkint and light, 
Like morning Sunshine upon virgin snow. 



\ 



POEMS. 



His eyes were large and black, and fringed with black, 
And locks of glittering blackness strewed his back. 

Forming a glossy chaplet, through his hair, 

Buds of that flower which dies but to endure 
For ever, of a size and colour rare, 

Were thickly set; his floating robe was pure 
Beyond the purest of Earth's spotless things; 
And black and sliining were his pointed wings. 

Knowing my thoughts he cried, "Be not afraid!" 

(His tones the sweetest of a perfect bell,) 
"The false and worid-ward Form of Death is dead. 
My brother, fear not I I am Azrael. 
This golden canopy to which we come 
Is what appeared to thee a murky Dome.'* 



Together sailed we into Sunless Day ! 

And there, — horizonless, without a cloud, 
Munnuring with glorious Life, — in beauty lay 
Heaven. 
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TN" our remembrance sweetly will abide 

That mom, my Brother! when we stole away 
Ere yet the cottage had a thought of day, 
And ran our green skiff on the pearly tide ; 
Swept o'er the peaceful waters of the Clyde, 
And, hovering for a time with level oar 
Among the shadows of its wooded shore, 
Our shallop drew upon the other side ; 
Where roving long, as on a new found Isle, 
We gleaned of wild, dim-ruby raspberries 
With under-silvered leaves, a tempting pile, 
Eecrossed exulting in the dainty prize. 
Our prow adorned with crimson heath the while, 
And held new Dreams before awakening eyes! 



92 SONNETS. 



r< AELAND the brows of worshippers of wine — 

Brows moist with passion, and overarching ejes 
Languidly blue as sultry summer skies, — 
With the idle foliage of the laughing vine. 
But ill surmounteth such a head as thine, 
My gifted friend I this light and wanton wreath. 
For thy still, sad, and aimM face beneath, 
Opposeth it in every point and line. 
No impure picture owns that solemn glance. 
No fiery cup o'er these firm lips hath power. 
The fur may float, — it is not in the dance, 
Or giddy tossings of the revel hour. 
No I — Bacchanal of such a countenance 
Ne*er wrung a cluster in ThessaUan bower I 
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TT is a joy with us on Sabbath eves 

To gather, crescent-like, around the blaze, 
And keeping there, as on a mine, our gaze. 
One after one to turn the past's cold leaves ; 
Chill as with mildew, and yet, when outspread. 
Mellowly pictured. In such hours we speak 
Of that kind day which closed the taskful week 
And gave us all the hills, of schoolmates dead, 
Wild strawberry feasts below the May-clad thorn, 
Our trellised housefront, nursery legends told. 
The strange white dove which came as Bob was bom 
And died our pensioner when wondrous old, 
Of dear grey Trusty, shot one summer mom, 
And our pet Pony, oft times overbold. 
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SUGGESTED AT A COUNTRY FUNERAL. 



TINDER yon far up, lonely group of trees, 
Standeth the Cottage masterless to day. 
No higher will I mount the rugged way, 
But tarry by the path-side here, like these. 
Who, as if rapt in Sabbath reveries, 
Recline among the birch-plumed crags below. 
In wrinkled, loose, well-housewived suits of woe. 
And o'er their grey plaids gaze with solemn eyes. 
The sheep are wailing on the ruddy hills, 
As if in fear the wild bee boometh by. 
The high white falls are moaning, and the rills 
Are murmuring sorrow through the rushes nigh. 
Death in the Vale! which now a Shadow fills 
Mightier than yours, ye Mountains ! though so high. 
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CONTINUED. 



A ND he is gone, the kind old Highlander, 
Who welcomed me bo often to the Glen ! 
And he vrill never clutch my hand again. 
Or press me to accept his simple cheer! 
No more shall I the aged Shepherd hear 
Hallooing up the breast of yonder height — 
Or see him, when it ached my city sight, 
"Waving still higher his fleet messenger. 
Who took his orders from the lifted arm, 
When far above the voice, to bully back 
Unto some pasture patch, away from harm. 
The speck-like stragglers from his little flock,- 
Nor hear him more his bustling dame inform 
Of Time, by glancing at the Southern rock ! 
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VI. 
CONCLUDED. 



THE Company hath left the stricken home, 

And, blot-like, gathers on the rowaned brae, 
Where sat he Patriarch many a siunmer day: 
And now, with sober steps, the Mourners come: 
Some are on foot, and upon horseback some, 
Who, albeit old, have travelled to attend 
The fjar si)ent body of their ripe-aged friend 
To its last bed beneath a village tomb. 
Seel on the cart he wrought with, crossways laid, 
The coflin, in its mortcloth purply black — 
In files of two succeeds the cavalcade. 
And the groui)ed walkers follow at the back. 
In sympathy uncover we the head, 
And, from these banks descending, join the track. 
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T OW in the Night I wandered down the street 

Of a town fortified, where all was still. 
The helmetted and hlack cloaked sentinel, 
At my approach's echo, ceased to beat 
Time to his Drinking Song with clanking feet, 
Near his striped guardhouse. Suddenly I found 
My Soul borne upward with a silver sound ! 
A single Bugle pealed out clear and sweet ! 
It swelled, — and lingered in the starry sky, — 
And died, — with such a spiritual tone, 
(Throwing an arch of soft pure melody,) 
That tears hung on my cheeks when it was gone. 
Seraphs might arm to such a Peal as I 
Heard blown that hour &om Spandau's Garrison ! 
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MOEE shadow-like she grew from day to day, 

Till her limbs failed her, and she, tottering, fell! 
Then, bidding to the bright green earth farewell, 
Down on her couch resignedly she lay. 
When were her lips in motion save to pray. 
Or sigh, to bending Forms, her gratitude? 
Faith marrelled, noting in how calm a mood. 
To front the awful grave she turned away. 
Soft-stepped and whispering, rosy schoolmates brought 
To her still chamber dew-besprinkled Flowers, 
And, as they held her white, light hand, they thought, 
" She soon will stray in fairer walks than ours. 
Of Christ's sweet land we were together taught. 
But She will sing before us in Its Bowers.*' 



SONNETS. 



IX. 

CONTINUED. 



TO^HO hath gone farther on the sUent path 

Which leads away from earth and all its ties, 
Down whose dim track friends gaze with swimming 

eyes, 
Than our young stranger, gentle Sarah, hath ? 
I cannot douht that She rememhereth 
Visions of snowy wings which glimmered nigh. 
And fragments of celestial harmony, 
She was so near the cloudy Arch of Death. 
A Bower was buUt for her on Heaven's plain, 
A wreath of amaranth the Cherubs wove. 
Her sainted Mother spread her arms again 
To bear the pious Child to life above. 
And harping Angels took a richer strain! 
God only smiled to see their holy love. 
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X. 
CONCLUDED. 



TO-DAY I met her on the thoroughfare, 

Her glances clear, her step no longer weak, 
The rosebud opening on her pallid cheek, 
But yet she bore her with a solemn air; 
Like one, who, by a miracle, was there. 
And who but now had on the confines been 
Of a far different and sublimer scene. 
Then in my heart awoke this earnest prayer: 
" Since, in mysterious wisdom, The Most High 
" Ordains a longer stay in this rude place, 
" Sweet Sarah, may its sin and vanity 
" Ne*er steal this holy quiet from thy face, 
" And when thou truly liest down to die, 
" May it be with the same religious grace!** 
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AUB little Birch hath faded through the night I 

To moisten its green lips awoke the Dews, 
But their sweet ministry it would refuse, 
And lo ! it droopeth dead, a saddening sight ! 
Oh, how it filled our vision with delight 
When first we spied it in its native glenl 
It looked a Treelet horn for glory then, 
But our rash love hath brought a sudden blight. 
Blind with its tender beauty, we forgot 
How all its world and sympathies were there: 
Hither we bore it, and we fondly thought 
T would overgrow us, through unceasing care; 
But all our constant nursing hath been nought. 
To Exiles over-kindness adds despair. 
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MY eyes have gleamed to see the antlered Deer 

Guarding with haughty brow his trembling Doe. 
The crested black-cock's loud exulting crow 
Hath brought me rapture following upon fear, 
As suddenly it roused my dreaming ear. 
The pale brown hare upon the clover lea, 
And stately pheasant, gave delight to me 
In field and forest wandering many a year. 
Still to my favourite haunts my steps are bent, 
But these fair creatures yield me joy no more, 
The innocent cause of crime and banishment. 
Relax, ye Great, the laws we must deplore, 
And there will proudly to your boards be sent 
Dainties unstained with human tears or gore! 
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'^ Y^^^^^^^— * ™^® off,— standeth Komer's Oak," 

Said our Enthusiast from Altona, 
And in his glance a kindling fire I saw. 
And heard his deep voice tremble as he spoke. 
"There lie the Sword and Lyre Death rudely broke! 
My friend, a gifted daughter of thy land 
0*erswept the Word-Harp with an AngePs hand, 
And to His tale her thrilling chords awoke. 
Felicia Hemans! Now, I am aware, 
She, like our Poet-Soldier, hath gone hence. 
This hour may she be shedding music There, 
Begirt with many a charmed Intelligence I " 
Pointing to Heaven he made his forehead bare. 
And bowed him down with a strange reverence. 
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TITTTH trembling arms enwreathed, my love and 
Our two hearts throbbing time to one sweet 1 
Stood at the casement gazing on the Moon, 
A silver Globe hung in the black-blue Sky. 
Awhile it reigned supreme, no shadow nigh. 
We thought, " such shall our true affection be, 
Clear amid mystery, pure, apart, and free,*' 
And clasped each other firmer. By and by. 
Driven madly onward by the northing blast, 
A host of fleecy Clouds came trooping near. 
And, like a curtain, o'er our emblem passed I 
We drew the closer, but we looked in fear. 
The world so bright but now, was all o'ercast. 
And our souls sighed, " there must be Changes he 
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CONTINUED. 



A ND yet, Beloved! though the dark clouds came, 
The Moon behind was gleaming still as bright, 
And what appeared to blot it in our sight, 
Was glorified on that side with its flame I 
So, troubles come, our love shall shine the samel 
The gale of time may through the sky of life 
Bring changes with a world- ward look of strife 
And gloom, It only shall illumine them, 
And, as each cloud which sweeps our firmament 
Is bearing precious blessings in its breast, 
The clouds of grief which may to us be sent, 
Will melt e'erlong in freshness and in rest, 
And the True Heart, — their seeming rudeness spent,- 
Shall beam forth freely in its loveliest I 
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XVI. 
CONCXUBED. 



■pUT shall we liken Love, the high and glowing, 

To yon deceiver, shine it e*er so well? 
A gilded ruin, a bespent world's shell, 
Where no green tree, or beauteous flower is growing. 
Where neither sea, nor lake, nor stream is flowing ; 
A place of craters, chasms, and blasted ground, 
Not e'en a worm on all its skull-like round; 
A tin-crowned Maniac in a circle going! 
No! not to it, nor to the senseless Sun 
From which it borroweth its diseased smile. 
And which stands, Slave-like, until time is done, 
When he shall help to feed destruction's pile. 
No! not to these, for when their race is run 
Love will survive where nothing can defile! 
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THE Sunshine is the gladsomest of things ; 

The bright-eyed rain doth tell us of its mirth, 
Pattering on leaves, or dancing on the earth; 
The snow is playful in its winnowings ; 
The firoBt, in ice runnels, checriy sings ; 
The hail, with brattling merriment is mad; 
The thunder, by his deep-toned laugh, is glad, 
And lightning smileth at the fear he brings ; 
But Thou, oh wind! oh, melancholy wind! 
Thou hast some secret sorrow. In thy sound 
Memories the dearest and despair combined — 
Hope, hopelessness, and yearning love are found! 
Tell us what thou, so vainly, seek'st to find, 
Hurrying and moaning thus the world around? 
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A BOBIN on the case of mignionette! 

JLook how he strains to see what he can see, 
With eyes like globules of the blackberry! 
Can it be possibly our last year's pet? 
Hst! " Well now, what a comfortable set! 
"A nice big fire, red as my breast, youVe there I" 
A hop. "A snug, neat nest, I do declare!" 
Flittering his wings: " I must endure the wet. 
"Winter back.'* Feathers swelling: "Things 1 

glum." 
A sidey look. " I say, — it may seem folly, 
"But if you slip out now and then a crumb, 
" I'll some day mayhap scare your melancholy. 
"Think of me, Mends, at mealtimes, and 111 com 
"And sing you such a song upon — this Holly!" 
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"D ETURNING from the hill the other mom 
Along a ripened field, my wandering eye 
Seized on a little, light-blue Butterfly 
Which passed coquetting o'er the golden com. 
A sweeter living gem was never borne 
On fragrant airl How fancies will arise 1 
It is a Genie, thought I, in disguise 
Sent to reveal me wonders, or to warn! 
On the strange impulse, I could not refrain 
From following many a fluttering flight it made. 
And so I waded through the rustling grain, 
Trusting to spy beneath each glossy blade 
It touched, a brazen tablet bearing plain 
The words : " Descend! Be not in heart afraid I " 
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XX. 

CONTINUED. 



'W'O spring-locked portal found, the notion fled. 

I heard a slow voice in my spirit say, 
"There was a time, when through the summer da; 
Thou hast lain shaded by long grass, and read 
Of young AUadin, the Magician dread. 
The secret Cave, the Lamp of mystic power, 
And wish-reared Palace perfect in an hour, 
Believing all the wondrous story said. 
But that romantic age is long since by, — 
Broken and buried are enchantment's wands, — 
Behold, 'tis but a simple Butterfly! 
No Messenger from Oriental Lands." — 
It then, with upshut wings, was resting nigh, 
And I enclosed it in my hollowed hands! 
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XXI. 

CONTINIIED. 



T ONG motionless remained my Prisoner, 

I murmuring, "Now, I marvel what he thinks." 
At last he tripped to all the finger chinks 
In hope to find some kindly aperture: 
In vain I I peeped in when he ceased to stir. 
His wings like a gay coat for gala nightSj 
His legs encased in snowy satin tights. 
He looked ('mid crimson glare) a Courtier! 
One of those monstrous-skirted, ancient Beaux, 
With wigs bedusted by the powder puffj 
One sees in many a picture of Watteau's, 
Solemn in a Gavotte or sprinkling snuff. — 
It would not move! but cooly rubbed its nose. 
And seemed to say, "Have done, Sir! Quite enough.' 
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CONCLUDED. 



J^ SIMPLE Butterfly, its life a day, 

This mora its youth, its age this afternoon, 
T will be a leaf-palled corse beneath the Moon 
This very night— O, let it flee away I 
I lifted up my hand, and the clear ray. 
Striking it, glorified its form once morel 
It was the fairy thing it was before. 
And soon danced ofi* in its capricious play! 
Farewell I I cried, and pleasure go with thee. 
I trust not to have frayed thy slightest plume. 
Where'er thou hoverest, gladly sing the bee I 
The moss embroidering wild flowers richly bloonc 
Thou hast brought not a little joy to me, 
And oft I'll look on thee in dreams to come. 
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WHAT fun Old ^olus has had last night 

Among those Hollyhocks I — ^Like grenadiers 
They stood but yesterday as if for years, 
Blufl^ blossomed, stiff, and of the standard height. 
But, vaulting o'er our walls, the freakish wight 
Hath tripped their heels up, and across the walks 
In all directions sprawl the battered stalks. 
While he sits swinging yonder with delight I 
They would not yield a single inch, not they, — 
And so the Spirit thought on them again, 
He else would have but leapt them in his play. 
Thus break, at length, our Hollyhock-like men 
Who cannot ever, in the least, give way I — 
*Tis wise to bend a little now and then. 
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TT is the mom indeed! The night hath gone 

While we together, with our favourite Keats, 
Have, through a country over-rich in sweets, 
Followed the Dian-loved Endymion. 
Like him too, havewe wandered on and on. 
Lured by inviting music in the air, 
Till, leaving far below the vale of care. 
We now are here where Fancy reigns alone! 
And so much have we read of joys divine 
Which thrilled the Latmian's touch, but mocked his 

sight. 
That as I lingered at this wondrous line. 
My spirit flooded up with strange delight. 
For such a mystic hand seemed held by mine! — 
But, love, 'twas thine, so rarely small and white. 
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T JOURNETED by the night, and on my way, 

Slumbering, I dreamt of old familiar places, 
Of English voices, clearly- tinted faces. 
And the sweet sunshine of an Autumn day. 
Suddenly I awoke to clamour gay! 
And, from my comer of the dark banquette, 
Looking aside — I feel my wonder yet — 
Behold an open-windowed Cabaret 
Ablaze, — groi^ps benched in front,— and loud within 
The clink of glasses, and the sound of dance 
To the warbling flute and cheery violin! 
Then flashed it on my memory at once, 
When I recovered from the glare and din. 
That it was merry, life-eiyoying France. 
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TIOW sweet thus in an idle boat to Ke, 

Bome gently by the ebbing tide away, 
In the cool wave a gurgling hand to play, 
And watch the shore we dreamily glide by. 
Or set our gaze upon the evening sky, 
Where sinking Day, couched on the mountained West, 
His gold-fringed cloud-robes draweth round his breast, 
And like a king prepareth him to die! 
Hush! it is Music. How it thrills the sense 
As it comes trembling o'er the tranced sea. 
A rich and mellow Voice! oh, say not whence, 
Say not from some becalmed company. 
And, — my soul filled with yonder radiance, — 
A wandering Spirit it will seem to met 



L 
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THIS Spring— this Spring— this lonely, little Spring! 

Beholding it, a spirit one doth rise 
Within my bosom, mounting to my eyes. 
So clearly of the Past 'tis whispering. 
Once, I remember, by this mooriand thing 
My Father stayed, and from his hollowed palm 
Gave me to drink its water cool and calm. 
After a summer day's free wandering 
Bound wild Loch Thorn and o'er this purple Bangel 
On that grey slab he stood, and held it o'er! 
The same! in cTcry thing the same! 'TIS strange. 
He hath been dead a dozen years and more. 
And This, which a lamb's tiny hoof might change. 
Globes out, and sings, and sparkles as before I 
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'^OT when beside thy harp, or in the dance, 
Or when T met thee in the ruddy moms, 
Or gazed down on thy face in our returns 
Towards home, beneath the still and starred expai 
Bidst thou e'er bear with thee so much romance 
As when, lulled by nasturtium haunting bees, 
A favourite Quarto spread upon my knees, 
I sat within my bower in pleasant trance. 
And, waking, found thee stifling laughter there, 
With apply cheeks and bosom heaving high, 
A boy's straw bonnet o'er thy braided hair. 
And artless mischief glittering in thine eye, 
Proffering with grace a tiny basket, where 
Sunlight'filled currants shone delidously! 
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MEVA! my friend, whose solitary dwelling 

Doth o'er the foam-stained Precipices stand, 
In a fer comer of the Stricken Land, 
Looking ahroad on the Atlantic's swelling. 
Old memories at this midnight hour are welling. 
Silence is not f(»^tf\ilness, or thou 
And I were mutually forgotten now, 
But that it is not so my heart is telling. 
Thy lifted eyebrowed glance I see as plain 
Now, as in our sweet evenings long gone by; 
And in thy rich and mellow tones again 
I hear thy lofty thoughts on matters high. 
On Life and Death, on Angels and on Men, 
On God, on Heaven, and on Eternity. 
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XXX. 

CONCLUDED. 



'W'OT seldom in my dreamings have I been 

On those great Clifis you spake of long ago, 
And marked the labouring corragh tossed below, 
While past me swept the ocean breezes keen. 
Often too, from thy threshold, have I seen 
The large, red Sun (as he is watched by thee). 
Burying his glory in the sky-girt Sea, 
Its billows crested with his ray serene. 
But ever and again has come the sigh. 
Even when most to happiness beguiled. 
As in my vision there would hurry by. 
With looks askant, and motions cramped and wil 
Ignorance, of the stubborn, lightless eye. 
With Superstition, her mishapen child. 
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ANCE more, Salvator Rosa's lonely air! 
I love it well, my Sister, passing well. 
It windeth round me an unwonted spell. 
Oh, Music's very soul is surely there! 
Hear! Doth it not a strange resemblance bear 
To his stem pictures ? Mark these notes so deep, 
Are they not his ravines? That rise, his steep? 
That lively chord, his gleam of simshine rare? 
And tliis part, coming in when hearers fold 
Their hands, and sigh, feeling themselves forlorn, — 
So distant, so defiant, and so bold, — 
Is it not like a solitary horn 
Blown down a pass from some high bandit-hold, 
To sunmion to the plunder, or to warn? 
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xxxn. 

THE world is changed! A keen, hard, ringing da 

Gold blue overhead, and all about a dun 
And smoke-like haze, through which the morning 
Glareth, a scarlet globe without a ray. 
Along the dim and iron rutted way 
Sheets and long lines of orange glory lie, 
As if a flaming chariot had gone by 
And left its track. Upon the topmost spray 
Of the bare purple thorn the ruddock trills 
His welcome to old Winter, who once more 
Hath stolen the voices 'of the wayside rills, 
And made the hedgerows and the grasses hoar. — 
I too feel changed! New hope my bosom fills. 
And fimdes £sided, brighten as before! 
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A SUM aureola above her head, — 

A head which Phidias might with throbbing heart 
Have viewed, believing it beyond his art, — 
Would we two, Lacy, not have worshipped? 
Purer and holier light was never shed 
Through mortal eyes ! I felt my spirit bum, 
And all my being brightened, like an urn 
Lamp-lit, and by a Vestal newly fed. 
Below the massive, fretted balcony. 
Bound whose pilasters beauteous roses crept, 
Murmuring in dreams, upon the dark green Sea, 
With snow-wrapt spars our little vessel slept, 
And the Stars came. — Oh what an hour to me I 
I could have wept, dear friend, I could have wept! 
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pARACHUTE-LTKE, within the wave sunlit, 

The crystalline Medusa saileth by! 
It is the mirror of the Mermaid shy, 
And these fair rainbow tints which o'er it flit, 
Are fragments of reflected beauty, &in 
To live a little longer. Far away. 
In some warm, odorous, palm-befringed Bay," 
Sporteth the jealous Daughter of the Main. 
There, in the purple shade of coral rocks, 
Pillowed upon the frill, translucent sea, 
She twineth ocean flowers in her green locks, 
And warbleth her unearthly melody. 
Till gay birds hover o'er in charmed flocks. 
And, with closed eyes, the Tiger coucheth nigh! 
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